be” g 4 0 * ; 5 "A 
. = 4 — 
— * * . 
1 4 - a 
, 4 : . , - " 
* oy . * * . 1 by 
oy 12 * 4 . f 
19 l of 


; 4 | NF; At laft at the Miller's Houſe ſoon the ſaw him plain, With every Thing es fine us may be. 
| PRA 4 nt 4 21 O Kin Henr 1 As he was moun ing upon his fair Steed. And an our. Mill-Horſes full fwift we will ride, 
— 5 I T\q whom they came preſently falling upon their Knees, With Pillows and Pannels, as we ſhall provide. 
| by Which made Miller's Heart — bleed. In this moſt ſtately fort rode they unto the Court, 


| | | 7” Shaking end quaking defore them he ivod, Their ally Son Richard foremoſt of al,; ö 
And the MILLER of MA NSFIE L De Thinking be fhould be cut off by the Rood. L ee Feaher in his Cap. IN 


7 | The King perceiving =_ _— _ — 1 _ 9 r 1 a 
; 7 8 » - 2 Drew i an ing he ſaid. e me iller with his 5 3 „ 
Shewing how he was Entertain'd and Lodg'd at the Miller's Houſe, | A deen Gd ll cryine ere them all Hs W e Maid Margeram laugt's at char Tide. | 
ID | Doubting the King would cut off his Head. T he King and his Nobles who heard of his coming, ö 
H E N RV our Royal King would ride a Hunting, Then to the Miller his Wife whiſper'd ſecretly, | But his eſy for to requite, | Meeting this — Knight wich his gay Train, 
Lo the green Foreſt, ſo pleaſant and and fair Saying, it ſeems this Youth's of good Kin. ' Gave him a Living, and made him a Knight. Welcome Sir Knight faid he, with this br ght Lady. 
Totave the Hart Chas'd, and dainty Does tripping, Both by his Apparel, and eke his Manners, To Second P A RT. Gcoi Sir Jobs Cec tie once welcome again. N 
Unto merry Sbeerweed his Nobles repair; To turn him out certainly twere a great Sin. | W Hen as our Royal K ing came home from Nottingham And fo is the Squire of Courage ſo free. 
Hawk and Hound were unbound, all Things prepar'd Yea, quoth he, you may ſee he hath ſome Grace, And with his Nobles at Wefminfer lay, Quoth Dick, abots on you, do you know me ? , + 
Fer the fame, to the Game, with good Regard, Well he doth ſpeak to his better» in Place, ERecounting the Paſtimes and Sport that they had ta'n, Quoth our King gently, how can forget thee! f 
, All along Summer's Day rode the King pleſantly, Well quoth the Miller's Wife, young Man welcome, In their late Progreſs along by the Way. Thou waſt my Bed-fellow, that what | what _ | 
Wich all his Princes and Nobles each one, And tho' | fay it, well Iodg'd thou ſhalt be; | Of them all great and ſinall he did proteſt, But [| think of a Trick. Tell me that prichee Dick, 
Chafing the Hart and Hound, and the Buck gallantly, Freſh Straw I will have laid on the Bed fo brave, The Miller of Maaß eld: Sport liked him beſt. How thou with Farting didſt make the Bed hot. 
Till che dark Evening forc'd him to go Home, Good brown Hempen ſheets likewiſe for thee. | And my Lorde quoth the King | am determined Thou W horeſon happy Knave, then faid the Knight, 
Then at laſt riding faſt, he had loſt quite Ay, quoth the good Man, and when that is done, Againſt St. George's ſumptuous Feaſt. Talk handſome to the King, or elſe go ſhite, 
All his Lords in the Wood, in a dark Night, You ſhall lie with no worſe than our own Son. II bat this old Miller, our late dubbed Knight, The King and his Courtiers laugt'd heartily at this, 
Wand'ring thus warily all alone merrily, Nay firſt quoth Richard, good Fellow tell me truxt, With his Son Risbard be one of the Gueſt, | While the ing took them both by the Hand 
With a rude Miller he met with at laſt, Haſt thou no Creepers within thy gay Hoſe ? For is this merriment ti: my Defire With Ladies and their Maids like to the Queen of Spades 
Asking the ready Way unto fair Ncttingham, Or apt thou not troubled with the Scabbado ? Io talk with the Jolly Knight and the Young Squire. The Miller's Wife did ſo orderiy ſtand. 
Sir, quoth the Miller, your Way you have loſt, I pray quoth the King, what Things are thoſe? {| W hen the Lords did ſee this the Kings Pleaſantne, A Milk-maid's Curt'ſy at every Word. 
Yer | think what [ think, Truth for to fay , Art thou not Lowſy nor Scabby, quoth he? They were right joyful and glad in their Hearts, Then the Folks down were ſec at the Side. Board. 
You do not likely ride out of your Way. If thou beeſt, ſurely thou lieſt not with me. A Purſuivant there was ſent upon the Bufineſs, Where the King Royaly in princely Majeſty 
What doſt thou think of me quoth our King merrily? This made the King ſuddenly to laugh moſt heartily, The which had oftentimes been in thoſe Parts, Sat at his Dinner with Jy and Delight. 
Paſſing thy Judgment upon me ſo brief. Till the Tears trickled down from his Eyes. : When he came to the Place where he did dwell, When they had eat well to Jeſting then they fell, 
Good-taith, ſaid the Miller, I mean not to flatter thee, Then to their Supper they were ſet orderly, $4 His Meſſage orderly then he did tell. And the King then drank unto the — 
I gueſs thee to be ſome Gentleman-T diet. With a Bag-Pudding, and good Apple-Pies. * God fave your Worſhip then ſaid the Meſſenger, Here's to you in good Ale, or wine and Beer, 
Stand thee back in the Dark, light thee not down. Nappy Ale good — ſtale in a brown Bowl, 4 And grant your Lady her Heart's Defire : Thanking you for your Country Cheer, 
Leſt with my ſtaff | crack thy Knave's Crown. Which did about the Board merrily rowl. And to your Son Richard good Fortune and Happineſs, Quoth Sir Tebs Cochie, I'll Pledge you a Bottle, 
Thou haſt abus'd me much, quoth the King, faying Here quoth the Miller, good Fellow I drink to thee, That ſweet Young Gentleman, the happy Squire. Was it the beſt Ale in Notting bamſhire. ; 
I ama Gentleman, and Lodging | lack, ( thus And to all Cuckolds wherever they be; i Our King doth greet you, and thus doth ſay, But then ſaid the King, I do think ot a Thing, 
Thou haſt not faid the Miller, one Groat in thy Purſe, I pledge you quoth the King, and thank you heartily, Vou muſt come to the Court on St. George's Day. Some of your Light- Foot | wiſh we had here. 
All thy Inheritance hangs on thy Back, or you are welcome in ry Degree | Theretore in any Caſe fail not to be in Place. Oh ! Oh! faid Richard right well may I fay it, 
have Gold to diſcharge ail that I call. | And here in like Manner I drink to your Son, 4 I wia quoth the Miller, this is an odd Jeſt, Tis Knavery to eat it and then to betray it. 
If it were Forty Pound I weuld pay all. Do fo, quoth Richard, but quick let it come. '* What ſhall we do there? faith I am half afraid, Why art thou angry, quoth the King merrily ? 
it thou b:eſt a true Man, then quoth the Miller. Wife quoth the Miller, tetch me forth Light-Foot, I doubt quoth Richard be hang'd at the leaſt. In Faith I do take it very unkind. 
I ſwear by my T oll-Piſh I will lodge thee all Night, = That we of his Sweetneſ a litile may taſte. Mey quoth the Meſſenger he doth miſtake : T chought thou would(t 7 me in Ale Wine or Beer, 
Here amy Hard, quoth the King, that I was ever, A fine Ven'ſon-Paſty then ſhe brought preſently, The King hath provided a Feaſt for thy fake. You're like to ſtay gut Dick, untill I've din d. 
Nay fit, quoth the Miller thou mayſt be a Spright. Eat Sir, aid he, but pray make no Waſte. Then quoth the Miller, now by my Troth Meſſenger You feed us with ſhattling Diſhes ſo ſmall. 
Better Hl kr.ow thee e&'er Hands | do take, Here's dainty Light-Foot in Faith faid the King, Thou haſt contented my Worſhip right well, Z rd: a Black-Pudding is worth them all 
Wich none but honeſt Men Hands will I ſhake. I never before eat ſo dainty a Thing. Hold, here's Three Farthingsto quit thy Gentleneſs, Ay marry queththe King, that were a dainty Thing 
hus they went along unto the Miller's Houſe, vis, quoth Ricbard, no Dainty at all it is, For theſe happy Tidings which thou doſt me tell, lea Man could but get here one to eat 3 a 
Where they were ſeething of Puddings and Scuſe. For we eat of it every Diy. Let me ſee; here's to thee ; tell to our King. With that Dick aroſe, and took one out of his Hoſe, 
The Miller firſt enter'd in, and af er him the King. In v hat Place faid the King, can be bought like to this? We'll wait on his Maſterſhip in every Thing. Which with the Heat of his Breeches did ſweat, 
Nevercame he in ſo ſmoaky a Hcuſe. We never pay one Fenny tor it by Fay. | The Purſuivant ſmiled at their Simplicity, "The King made a proffer to ſnatch it away, 
Now quoth he, letme ſee here what you are, From merry Sheerword we fetch it home here, And making many Lege, took the Reward. Tis Meat for your Maſter, good Sir you muſt ſtay, 
Quoth our King, look your Fi 1, and do not ſpare. No» and then we make bol with our King's Deer. And ta king then his Leave with great Humility, 
[like thy Countenance, thou haſt an honeſt Face, I'henl think { id our King, that it is Veniſon, To the King's Court again he repair'd. Thus in great Merriment was the Time wholly ſpent, 
With my Son Rictard this Night thou ſhalt lie. Each Fool {:ii Richard tu! well deth know that: Shewing unto his Grace in each Degree, Aad then the Ladies prepared to Dance, 
Quoth his Wife, by my Troth, he is a handſome Youth Never are we without to or three under the Roof, The Miller's moſt liberal Gitt and Bounty. Old Sir, John Cockle and Richard incontinent, 
Vet it's beſt Huzband to deal warily, Very well fleſh'd. and excellent tat: When he was gone away, thus did the Miller fay, Cute this Prafice the King did Advance ; 
Art thou no Run-a-away, prithee Youth tell? Bu: prithee ſay nothing herever you go, Here comes Expences and Gharges indeed. Here with the Ladies ſuch Sport they did Make, 
Shew me thy Paſſport, then all (hall be well, We would not tor Id Pence the King ſhould it know Now we muf needs be brave, tho' we ſpend all we bave, The Nobles with Laughing 45 make their Sides ach. 
1 hen the King preſently making low Courteſy, Doubt not then faid the King my promisd Secrecy. For of few Garments we bave got — Need. Then Sir John Cockle the King call d unte lin, 
With his Hat in his Hand thus did he ſay. The King (h»ll never know more on't tor me. Of Horſes and. Servant-men we muſt bade fore, And of merry Sheerwood made bim Overſeer , 
I have nc Paſſport, nor ever was Servitor, A Cup gf Camb':-woot ttey vyrank to him then, ' M#ith Hridles and Saddls, and twenty Things more. Giviag bim out of bend three hundred pound Nearly, 
But a our Cuurtier rode out of my Way. And to their Beds they pals'd preſently, Tuſh, Sir Jobn, quoth his Wife, ver fret nor frown, Saying, take beed you fes no more Deer. | 
Aa. _ your K indneſs here offered me, Tte Nodes next Morning went all up-and-down, | You ſail be at no more Charges for me; And once a Quarter let's bere have your View. 
| willrequite you in e'ery Degree, : For to ſeek the King in every Town, For I will turn and trim up my Ruſſet Gown, And thes, Sri John Cockle T. bid you adieu. 


